18                           DAYS    WITH    BERNARD     SHAW
"I don't see the difference. They both had a clear idea as to what they
intended to do and set themselves to do it. I shouldn't at all be surprised
that theirs will be the only literature that will survive. You know they
lacked the aesthetic sense completely like most Fabians."
I disagreed entirely with this statement. Beatrice Webb when asked
why she prayed, answered that it was through prayer that she discovered
the goal of human endeavour and that is why prayer has always been
associated with the arts and the great emotional mysteries of nature.
G.B.S. almost shook with dissension. "What absolute nonsense!
Who on earth can know the goal of human endeavour, prayer or no
prayer? We can only see a bit ahead at a time. It is the artist-philosopher
who sees that little bit. There was always a queer streak in Beatrice. The
Webbs used to take furnished houses for the summer and I always went
with them so I had an opportunity of knowing her very well. Having
been brought up in a menage a troisl fitted in perfectly. At one of these
places we found in an outhouse a penny-farthing and being of a mechan-
ical turn of mind I at once started practising on it. Of course, I always fell,
much to Beatrice's amusement. She told me she had never laughed so
much in her life. Sidney, hearing this laughter came out to join in what-
ever fun was going. He wanted to try this penny-farthing himself, of
course, but Beatrice rushed up to him, flinging her arms round him, and
held on imploring him not to endanger his life. It didn't matter tocher
what happened to me, you see."
My response led G.B.S. to tell another cycling story.
"So you like cycling stories. Well, here is another. One afternoon I
was flying down a steep hill with my feet up on the rests, going at a
speed that took the machine miles beyond my control. Bertrand Russell
was in front of me and Webb was behind me. Seeing the road clear before
us, I gave myself up to the enjoyment of a headlong tearing toboggan^
down the hill. Imagine my feelings when I saw Russell jump off and turn
his machine right across my path to read the signpost! I rang my bell,
shouted my loudest and swerved "desperately to the right: he looked
round and backed with his machine to the right, my right, also. Never was
a mathematician so exact in his calculation. Smash! Never losing my
presence of mind, I managed to make a twist to the left which prevented
my going into him absolutely at right angles and thereby destroying the
future of mathematics and drama. Webb went on convinced that we
were both killed. I don't think Beatrice ever forgave me for giving her
husband such a shock."